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Bens  the  Gawkie. 


T  )  WHICH  ARE  ADDED, 

A"'  . 

Again  the  Wish’d  for  Festive 
Hour, 

I'M  WEEL  S  AIR’D  WI*  SPUNK. 

Cherry-Cheek  Patty, 

Captain  Wattle  and  Miss  Roe, 

DEAR  IS  MY  NATIVE  VAEE. 


BESS  THE  GAWKI& 


Blythe  young  Bess  to  Jean  did  say, 

Will  ye  gang  to  yon  sunny  brae. 

Where  flocks  do  feed  and  herds  do  stray, 
And  sport  a  while  wi’  Jamie. 

Ah,  na  !  lass,  I’ll  no  gang  there, 

Ner  about  Jamie  tak  a  care, 

Nor  about  Jamie  tak' a  care,. 

For  he’s  ta’en  up  wi’  Maggie, 

For  hark,  and  I  will  tell  you,  lass, 

Did  I  not  see  young  Jamie  pass, 

Wi’  meikle  blytheness  in  his  face. 

Out  o’er  the  muir  to  Maggie: 

I  Wat  he  gae  her  mony  a  kiss, 

And  Maggie  took  theip  nae  amiss; 

’Tween  ilka  smack  pleas’d  her  wi’  this — 
That  Bess  was  but  a  gawkie. 

Far  when  a  civil  kiss  I  sgek, 

She  turns  her  head,  and  thravrs  her  cheek* 
Aad  for  an  hour  she’ll  hardly  speak; 

Wha’d  no  ca’  her  a  gpwkie  ? 

But  sure  my  Maggie  has  mair  sense, 

She’ll  gie  a  score  without  offence; 

Now  gie  me  ane  into  theimense, 

And  ye  shall  be  my  dalwtie. 

O  Jamie,  ye  bae  mony  ta’en, 

But  I  will  never  stand  for  ane, 
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Cr  fcwa,  when  we  do  meet  again, 

So  ne’er  thinlc  me  a  gawkie. 

Ah,  na!  lass,  that  canna  be, 

Sie  thoughts  as  tl\ese  are  Car  from  me, 
Ur  ony  \hat  sweet  face  that  see, 

E'er  to  think  thee  a  gawkie. 


* 


But,  whisht!  nae  mair  o’  this  we’ll  speak. 
For  yonder  Jamie  does  us  meet ; 

Instead  of  Meg,  he  kiss’d  sae  sweet, 

I  trow,  he  likes  the  gawkie. 

O  dear  Bess,  I  hardly  knew,  ' 

When  I  oame  by,  your  gown  sae  new; 

I  think  you’ve  got  it  wet  wi‘  dew  : 

Quoth  she,  that’s  like  a  gawkie. 

It’s  wet  wi‘  dew  :  and  ’twill  get  rain. 

And  I’ll  get  gowns  when  it  is  gane; 

Sae  ye  may  gang  the  gate  ye  came, 

And  tell  it  to  your  dawtie. 

The  guilt  appear’d  in  Jamie’s  cheek ; 

Me  cried,  O  cruel  maid,  but  sweet, 

If  I  should  gang  another  gate, 

I  ne’er  should  see  my  dawtie. 

The  lasses  fast  frae  him  they  flew, 

And  left  poor  Jamie  sair  to  rue, 

That  ever  Maggie’s  face  he  knew, 

Or  e’er  ca’d  Bess  a  gawkie. 

As  they  gaed  o’er  the  muir  they  sang, 
The  hills  and  dales  with  echo  rang, 

"n»e  hills  and  dales  with  echo  rang, 

«  Gang  o’er  the  muir  to  Maggie. 
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AGAIN  THE  WISH ‘ID-tfoff  FESTIVE  " 
HuiR. 

Again  the  wish’d-for  festive  hoiir, 

Revolving  time  returns; 

Again  our  tribute  out  we  pour,  .  / 

Unto  the  name  of  Burns; 

Then  as  we  quaff'  tM  t^*ew*g  ghto,  Si'l- 
_  In  bumpers  flowing  high,  mo.  ,;H(U  ;  *  At 
His  deathless  fame  let  us  proclaim, >lr 
And  drain  the  goblet  dry,  >  ;  ;*  I  s 

Each  manly  virtue  which  alone,  <  >  i 
The  human  breast  adorns,  -  l  o  ;  *W 
Combin’d  with  b  aming  lustre  shone,  v  .1 
Within  tlie  breast  pT  Burns.  7..* 

Then  as  we  quaff;  &c. 

The  man 'to  bend  at  Fortune’s  shrine,  V  '  .  '  ; 

For  Fortune’s  favour  scorns, 

While  Independence  rules  his  mind, 

A  brother  ha*d  in  Burns.  !  ■  . 

Then  as  we  quaff,  &c.  '  r\\. 

To  act  the  selfish  hireling’s  end. 

His  free-born  bosom  spurn’d; 

The  patriot  true,  his  country’s;. friend* 

Reveres  the  natn a  of  Burns;  •;  i  ytCV 

Then  as  we  quaflv  See.  u  ;•  f  A 

Amd  he,  who  with  a  heart  sincere,  *  v  ,  -  £ 
A  brother’s  sorrow  mourns, 1  ■  -  r ■ 

Will  drop, a  sympathetic  tear/-  J  *'*  7  ;  A 

Upon  the  grave  of  Bifmsi/- >  ■  '  -'■■tin  flrd  OuT 
Then  let  us  quafl^  &c.  brut  Ml 


So  while  puld  NatureVl^v*  pr 
The  earth  on  li^r^xis  turn?. 
May  Scoiia’s  sons  with  raptore 
The  natal  day  of  Burns, 
Then  let  us  quaffs  &c. 


I’M  WEEL:S‘AfR.T>;  WT4  STUNK. * 

. -j'v  "  r'  • '  i 

I’m  weel  sair’d  WT; spunk, .and  I’m  braid,  an«  “* 

Til  dare  th*  wars*  blast  that  roars  oyer  yon  farr. 
And  I  hope  to  fee  gray  hpira  jo  sit  me  down  CMQtt#- 
And  crack  o’er.my  funuper,  and  Winter,  agft  r . 
Le^i^m^  pn  <jl4  fr  ii,aa*e  calnty  and  hearty,  ^  ^ 

To  ;f«e. the  ahld.  c|itlf?wi’ bonnet*  *ae  gran  \  |fej 
Hovr  they’ll  joke  wi*  the  daf test,  and 

loudest,  .•>*■  -  V  -  i.  •  -  fkl 

While  the  fire  lights  their  eyes,  like  a  flash  in  the 

'  ‘ '  1  *  .  h,  .  -  ^ 

Th^iV  Mungo  M’Farlane,  the  laird  o’  DramgatK*^ 
A  birsy  Suid  hero  fourscore  and  five, 

Bnt  he’ll. wield  his  l?ng  arm.  apd  he’ll  knock  #mfy: 

.And  keep  his  aifi'jgrun*  wi*  the  gleggest  alive; 
tHc 

AfifUpst  bis  belt  leg  just  a  wee  °*  th'J 
But  be?  has  ane  or  wud.  and  he ga’Sit  play  thud* 
And  wfiare  there’s  a  stour  Michael  s  aye  in  the  van. 

There’s  apld  Eff vie  Currie,  and  Laurie hwc«^ 
Thev  have  feen  brueV  d  iysVandhid  siftersndfesWr 
But  they,’ r e  a ff-h  atilf  atw}  joll V  .» d  w 
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Hcvc's  t*ye  M‘Fatlane  !  here‘s  t‘ye  mv  heroes,. 

The  wale  o’  the  kiotra.  weel  wardie  a*  can  ; 

Ye're  the  relics  and  ptoofffo*  odr» au’d  Scottish  nation} 

O  !  the  crony  o*  ctunics,  V  cracky  auldman;  ' 


CHERRY-CHEEK  PATTY 

I5own  in  yon  village  l»live  so  sn^gj 
They  call  me  Giles  the  plowman’s  Soy  ;  . 

Throiighwoods  and  o’er  stiles, as  \  trudge  many  mdas j 
I  Whittle,  l  whistle,  and  whoop,  gee  woo,  ittrf. 

My  work  being  done  to  the  lawn  there  l  fly, 

Whete  the  lads  at  the-lasses  all  loot  very  sly  f 
And  t'ae  deeply  in  love  with  a  girl  it  is  true, 

And  1  know  what  I  know,  hut  1  tnaUna  teJVyoti 
But  ini  whistle,  Til  whistle,  for^Of  all  the  girls  I  nner 

'  did  tee,  '«  :  J  .4  '  * 

O  cherry  chetk  Patty  for  me. 

.  '  ■  ■  .  '  4.  .  ,'v  #  t  ..  v  :• 

Though  the  squire  so  great,  so  happy  mayn’t  be. 

At  poor  simple  Cites  the  plowman’s  boy  ; 

No  matters  of  state  ever?  addle  my  pate,  ^  ,< 

Bull'll  whistle.  I’ll  whistle, andurhoop  gee  woo,  Jerry, 
Now  chet  ry-cheek  Patty  she  lives  in  a  vale, 

Whom  I  help  d  o’er  the  stile,  with  her  milking  path 
And  Patty  has  a  like  notion'  of  me  it  is  true. 

And  i  ltnow  what  I  know,  but  1  mauca  tell  yonj 
But  I’ll  whistle,  &c. 


l’seable  gad  strong,  and  willvig  to  work,  r 
And  when  the  lark  rises  off  trudges  Ii  s  . 

•Phe.  cows  up  l  «l|,  and  Urn^fs  old  Ball,  < 

1  whittle,  i  whistle,  and  wbobp,  gee  wop,  Jerry. 


Tb<H  l*|c  fifty  good  shiltrnga  my  luck  has  been  tack, 
Anda  latf^s  jiot  to  be  grinn’d  at,that'sgotteu  fa  muck 
'  And  when  that  i  ’ra  married  to  -Patty,  fo  true, 

.  I  know  w'tat  t  know,  but  I  raauna  tell  you. 

^  But  ril  whistle,  kc. 


CAPTAIN  WATTLE  AND  MISS  ROE. 

Did  you  ever  hear  of  Captain  Wattle, 

He  was  alt  for  love  and.  a  little  for  the  bottle,  ;C 
We  kn,ow  not, though  pains  we  have  ta’en  to  tnquiae, 
Ifgunpowder  he  invented,  or  tb  e  I'hames  set  on  fire, 
If  to  him  was  the  centre  of  gravity  known,  ’ 

The  longitude,  or  the  philosophers  stone. 

Or  whether  he  studied  from  Bacon  of  Boyle, 
Copernicus,  Locke,  Katerfelto,  ©If  Hoyle  j 
But  this  we  hive  learnt  with  great  lsbour  atid  puss. 
That  he  lov’d  Miss  Roe,  and  she  lov’d  him  again. 


$!han  sweet  Mifs  Roe  none  e’er  look'd  fiercer  j 
She  had  but  one  eye,  but  that  was  a  pietcer. 

We  know  not,  for  certainty  her  education,  # ' 
If  she  wrote,  mended  stockings,  or  fettled  the  satin  a. 
At  cards  if  she  liked  whill,  andfwabbersor  Voles, 
Orat  dinner  lov’d,  ptg,  of1  a  fteak  on  the  coals, 
Whether  most  of  the  Sappho  she  was  or  Thaleatm, 
Or  if  dancing  wastaugbiherby  Hopkins,  or  Vejtriit, 
But  for  y»ur  Ltisfaction,  this  good  news  we  obtain, 
Thatshe  lov’d  Captain  Wattle,  and  behov’d  her  again. 

•  .  ■*.  *  -v!  •  "  \C*  *'  *.  j  >  '  *  ..  V  > 

When  wedded,he  became  lord  and  master  depend  on>t 
Hu  had  but  One  leg,  blit  he’d  3  foot  at -the  end  on’t. 
Wpcho.f  government  when  she  would  fain  hold  the1 
bridle,  >;'* 

We  took  special  caution  should  never  lie  idle. 


‘jjgmX'- 


So,  like,  most  married  folks,  'twas  my. plague  and-n»] 
chicken, 

AntT  sometimes  a  kissytg,  an*?  soihefimes  a:  kicking 
Then  for  comfort  a  dt^diai  she’d  no‘w  and  then  try, 
AUernatelyburtg’f>g  of-pipirig  htr  eye  ; 

And  these  fam  of  this  cbtfpll!  the  hist 'ry  contain. 
For  when  he  kick’d  Mife  Hoe,  she  kick'd  him  again. 


For  those  who  win  the  race  at  eve.,  * 

shepherd’s  horn  at  break  of  day, 
The  ballet  danc’d  in  twilight  glade, 
file  canzonet  and  roundelays  . 

Sung  in  the  sile'nt  green- wood  shade 
These  simple  joys  !h«t  never  fail, 
ft* all  bind  me  to  my  native  vale, 

* .  '  V-s  -  *•  .  ’■*  -  *  V  1 

*  .  - 

FINIS, 


